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CHAPTER Il

With General Harmar.

“That will do, sergeant,” 1 ecalled
out, the moment 1 could galn breath
“Here now, don't hit that man! Sur
round this fellow and take him inside
the stockade. Never mind me; I'll
take care of myself"

The little squad tramped off, Girty
in thelr midst, his head turned back
over his shoulder watchfully., [ step
ped forward fronting Brady, and held
out my hand.

“Sorry this happened,” T said sober-
ily, “but I promised to bring the man
to the fort, and | had to defend him."

“He's a bloody savage!” he retorted,
with an oath, and making no respon-
glve movement; “he's worse than any
Injun on the border.'

“1 know all that, Brady. [ despise
the fellow as mugh as any of you, ak
though T may not have suffered

through his acts as some of you have.
But he I8 here In peace, not war. To
injure him now might cost hundreds

of lives. Let him give his message to
General Harmar; after that we shall
gEnow how to deal with the skunk. At
least do not hold this againgt me: 1
only did my duty.”

Brady loosened his grip on his gun,
and took my hand

"l understand that, boy,” he sald,
not unkindly. "“Your fighting was
square enough, and no harm done. 1
lke the way you went at it, but 1
reckon you don't quite sense how we

St. Clair and Harmar are doing the
best they can under such conditions.
They have got to compromise; they
don't dare provoke war. The In-
dians and the British know this 1is
true; Glirty knows it, or he never
would have ventured to come in here
—what is it, Faulkner?"

The sergeant, a short, stocky fellow
ealuted stifily.

“The compliments of General Har
mar, sir, and would you come to his
office.”

“Very well, sergeant, as goon as 1
can slip out of these hunting clothes
Am 1 right, Brady?"

“Mavybe s0." he admitted reluetant-
Iy.."but that ain't my style o' handling

Injuns. . I reckon we'll hang ‘round
bove, till we see whal's comin’
oul. o' this yer message boarin'. I'd
gure like to be in any fracas whar 1
could get noslam at that hound o' hell.”

It required but a few moments for
me to shift my hunting suit for a sult-
able uniform, and this accomplished, 1
hurried across the parade to the ofllce.
The orderly ndmitted me at once. Gen-
eral Harmar was alone, sltting beslde
a small writing table, and began ques
tloning me the Instant I appeared.

“Close the door, Mr. Hayward. Now,
gir, what Is It that just happened out

| Blde the gate? Fighting with aome of

my scouts, | understand, over a fel
low you brought In with you? 1 pre
sume there was some esuse for this
unseemly quarrel?”

“Thers was, General Harmar,” 1 re

old Kentucklans feel about renegades plled, standing cap in hand.

“Let Go of the Gun Barrel, You Young'
: Fool!"

o' that stripe. 'Talnt natural you
should, for there ain't been no Injun
war to amount to anything since you
comse to this country. But I've scen
ithat greasy devil In paint an’ feath-,
ers; so has Evans here, arr these yver
young fellows know some of the dirt
he's dome. He's Jed war parties
iagninst us, an' killed our neighbors.
That skunk stood by an’ let ‘em burn
ol' man Roddy at the stake, an’ never
ralsed a hand. 1It's a helligh fact, true,
sir!  An’' he only laughed at Kenton
when the redskins fmade him run the
Bauntlet. The ugly cur ought to be
kinned allve!”

“Hva heard all that,” I replied when
ha slnpru-J. his eyes blazing angrily.

“But two wrongs never made a right.: qun00.
He came here voluntarily as a!
The tribes are In council

men.
mesaenger
at Sandusky and sent him. That is
why | stood In his defense against you.
We must learn what word he brings.
If he were killed on such a mission
avery Indian in the northweat would
foal called upon to avenge his death.
It would meun ralds and warfare the
whole iength of the Ohlo; it would
saean the murder of women and chil-
dren: the burning of homes, and all
the horrors of Indian warfare for years
to come. There is only a fringe of
white msettlers on this side of the
river, Brady, and a mere handful of
soldlers to defend them. We mnm:
afford to have war, we are not ready.
“Ready? rot! [ am for going in now,
an’' finlshing the job. This new gov
srament policy of strokin’ those devile
on the back, makes me sick. That :ln‘t
the way we cleaned up Kentueky.
“Easler sall than dome, Brady. This

It Kentueky, sad the conditions are |

difteremt. Those were hunters and

|
W |

backwoodsmen who took possession of

that land to the south. They onme
slone, en foot, rifle in hand, fighting
Wen evary one. That was thelr trade.
“hess settiers who have come I8
north of the Ohlo are of a differest
Breed; they have brought wives and

ehildren with them, and have come to' the instant | eaw only her face, and| you yre?”

He leaned back In his ehalr, dram
ming with one hand on the table, his
stern eyes on my foce

“Then make your report, sir.™

I went over the events of the past
few hours rapidly, but clearly, and
there was no interruption until I ceas
ed to speak.

“"Who did vou say the man was?™

“Slmon Girty, sir. That waa the
name he gave me, and Brady recog-
nized him at once.”

“What is his mission? DId he say?™

“Not a word, sir, except that he rep-

resented the tribes, and bore a mes-
eage from Hamilton™
Think you he Hed? Is his purpose
to learn our strength and position ™
‘No, slr, 1 think not,” 1 replied sob-
erly “There was no necessity; be
yond doubt they know that already.

I do not think the fellow would dare
come other than he sald: he is not of
that breed."

He walked back and forth acroas
the room, his hands clasped, his head
bent In thought. He was a florid-
faced, heavily-built man, hils step
heavy on the punchcon floor. Faclng

the door, he stopped with sudden de
cislon

“Orderly,” he called, “"have the ser-
geant of the guard bring the mesasen-

ger here at once. Search him for
weapons firat.”
He turned toward me.

“l do not trust the villain, but Tl
hear his tale. 1 may need you, Mr.
Hayward; remaln there in the back
room until I eall.

I could see no door.

"Where, sir?

“In the den, beyond: the robe hides
the enirance. If 1 need you 1 will
call. The dog s coming now.”

The' interlor of this room which 1
now cutered for the first time was a
revelation to me. It was fitted up as
a loungmg room, s den; yet bearing
more resemiblance o the tepee of
suvige, than any abode of cirilization,
The trappfmgs of war, the tributes of
the chase, were everywhere in evl
| saw all this with a single
glinve as 1 shut the door, yet almaost
with the instant, my eatire attentlon
was riveted wpon an occupant, and I
stood motionless, soarcely crediting
my own eyes, as | stared across the
table at Lthe couch agalnst the farther
wall, It was in shadow, underneath
the window, draped by a yellow blan-
ket, and in one cushioned corner sat
a girl, her dark head bent low over
an open book. Be intent was she upon
the pages that she had not heard my
entrance, or else remained indifferent,
thinking me no stranger to the apart-|
ment. |

She was young, scarcely out of her
girlhood from the clear profile of her|
check, olive-tinted In the shadow, with
a profusion of hair biack as night, and
a figure slender, but not tall. 1 moved
raitling the lateh to atiract attention
to my presence, yei the witch never
glanced up, turning & page of her book |

pardon.” [ ventured, and up!
tn band, advanesd to the table nearer

dark eyes gasing toward me in sudden

interest. She was small, swift of|

movement as a forest hare, yst for

t1l ihe land They are not hanters the unfathomable depths of those eyes.

and woodsmen: half of them never
even saw an [ndlan. They would be
A8 helpless as babes on a war trafl

to her feet in an lustant,
mmmumm.mw.‘

|  “Am 1 not rightt”
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They were full of bewilderment, sur-,

prise, laughter. As though some mys-
terious message had passed between
us, | know she was glad 1 had come.

“Why, monsieur,” ehe exclaimed,
hesitating slightly over the words, “I
am startled! You should feel my
heart beat—so fast. I thought 4t the
generall, yes—who else? But I new
alre see you before; you—you are an
officler of the Americains?

“Yes, I belong to this garrison. But
the surprise of finding you here was
mine aléo. I was not told the room
was occupled—and—you are French?"

“You not know me, monsieur?” her
eyes drooping, then uplifting agaln.
“An' you an officler of the Amerl-
cains "

“No: 1 have been absent hunting.
I only returned an heur ago.”

“Een the woods? Way out beyond?
An' you eaw uo Indlan, no French
courler des bols?"

“Not one; only a white renegade

“Then Make Your Report, Sir”

I brought In with me bearing e mes-
sage."

“From the tribes, monsieur?! From
DetroitT’

“From the tribes, yes,” I answered,
surprised at her eagerness, yet seeing
no harm In a frank reply, "but they
were In council at Sandusky.”

"Sandusky!" the

cling to her red lips. “He—he was a
Frenchman then?" preg
“Who? The messenger? Not he. ..

We can -understand the relationship
between the Canadian French and the
BAVAZAS, They bhave always been
friends, but this cur s of another
breed—warring agalnst his own
people.”

She leaned forward,
all gone from her eyes,

“Who—who was he, monsleur?”

I hesitated, wondering at her insist-
ence, her eagerness. She leaned fore
ward almost touching me with her

the laughter

fingers,
"Please, monsieur: you can tell me.”
“A white dog namud Girty: we

know him well.”

“Simon Girty!"” her hands clasped,
her lips unconsclously repeating the
name. “And from Sandusky! You
say he brought message from the
tribea? Mon Dieu! 'Tis strange they
should choose him. He sald so, mon-
eleur?”

"He claimed to represent the tribes,
but his message was from Hamilton."

“An' he I8 there—at Sandusky—this
Monsieur Hamilton?" I

“"He was there—yen: at Jeast so
Girty reports; but | know nothing
ns to where he may be now—back In
Detroit likely, plotting new mischief.”

My Indignant speech had slight ef-
feet on her, for she lasghed as | ended.

“ket was done most well—so filne 1
laff, monsleur. Hut why you say that
o me? Hecause | am bere? in this
house of the Americalne generall?
Bah! we are together: we are alone.
My people are yonder o the woods:
1 serve not these long faces who sing
psalms, Tell o, monsleur,” she
touched my hands, her pleading eyes
looking up Into mine, “why is eet you
are here? 1 can be trusted.”

I stared down lute her eager face,
almost believing | must be dreaming,
yet couscious ecnough of her deep ear-
nestness. What was it she thought or
imagined? Could she mistake me for
another? be decelved as to my lden-
tity? The thought seemed Impossible,
almost ridiculous. How should it be,
when I stood before Ber In unmiform,
and had already declured myself an
officer of the garrison? The eyes gaz-
Ing up at me seemed misty, as though
they held unshed tears,

“Please, monsieur,” she urged m-!lon. b7 Teliab
lously. "I am but a girl—a girl of tho! Manuisetured and Guaranteed by

‘Bton-cyphor Drug & Chem-

north—yet | can be trusted. Tell me
quick, so | can help.™

“Hut | do pot understand, mademol-
salle, 1 have told you whe 1 am. Wh)l
should you speak lke tids?"

“Because | know you,” she inaisted.
“Because | have seen you before.” !

“Know me!” I smiled, indulgent atlm & Chester
her whim, convinced mow that I dealt | .Scheduls In Effect Nov. 9th, 19813,,
Tastern Times.

with a mind diseased. “That s hardly |
posaible.™ |

“But 1 do, Monsieur Hayward, I do. |
Have you no memory of me? Of my
face? Why are you so afraid to have
falih ™

Bhe bad spoken my name, and 1
gased st her in wide-syesd astonish-
ment. Burely we had never met; yet
how comid she know?

| *Yes, but | havs no memory of see-

word seemed to

ing you before, and you are not ome

| to be easily forgotten.

| The dimples exhibited themselyes in

\ either cheek, yet she faced me with
out & moTement

Tell me who |

“Eet is not right you should forget,
Yetl
will answer; I am not afraid, and then
you must remember. I am Rene

monsfeur; eet is no compliment.

D'Auvray."

The name meant nothing, told noth-

ing. 4

“Rene D'Auvray?” I repeated dumb-
ly, striving to make the sound familiar.

“Oui, monsfeur: now—"

Bhe sprang back beyond the table,
her lips. The door

one finger at
opened at my back.

“Now, Hayward,” sald Harmar's voloe
bruskly. ‘T've done with that aeoun-'
drel, and would speak again with you."” |

My eyes clung for just an Instant
to those of the girl, shrinking back
Then I turned and
went out, my mind full of bewllder-

into the shadows.

ment.
(Continued in Our Neéxt Issue.)

Tell Us Your Troubles

When you are worried about what you are go-
ing to have for the next meal just call us and we
will help you out e carry a complete line of
Fancy Grocer;j and Country Produce, Fresh
Beansh, Oniofis, Potatoes, Peppers, Cabbage, ete.
Also have the ous Melrose, Tip-Top and Self-
Rising Flours, Hanly, Breakfast Bacon, and in
fact, anything that ig sold in a grocery store. If
yvou are worried wigh chicken mites, just get you
a quart of our Caygfolineum, we guarantee it to do

Clears Complexion—Removes Skin
Blemishes.

|
Why go through life embarrassed |

and disfigured with pimples, erup-
tions, blackheads, red rough skin, or
suffering the tortures of Eczema,

Itch, tetter, saltrheum. Just ask
your drugglst for Dr. Hobson's Ecze-
ma Ointment. Follow the simple
suggestions and you skin worries are
over Mild, soothing, effective.

der skin.

Stops chapping. Always
helps.

Rellief or money back. 50¢

MAKES RHEUATISM
PROMPTLY DISAPPEAR
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different from all other remedies.
There is nothing else on earth like it.
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1an system' without results.
il find rclisf from the first few
doses, and you will be surprised how
q “ I\-‘,yiall your misery and suffering
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£n original package of Croxone
cots but a tritle at any first-class
drug store. All druggists are au-
wrt cd to sell it on a positive money-
aclk pmarantee. Three doses a day |
“ir a few days is often all that is
tr necded ta cure the warst bhack-
VI O O e sorders,

It will kill Jthe Bugs and not In-
jure the po vines.

Sold on ABSOLUTE GUAR-
ANTEE er

ical Company,
Westminster, S. C.
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WESTBOUND
Lv. Laneastorsv <. . .$:00a—3:18p
Ly, Port Lawa.......8:300—3:00p
Il:v. Inm-m‘ ville.... ...ﬁg._‘.—t:a'
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Ar. Chester........ .:: 0a..6:18p
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A. P. McLURE
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The new dis- |
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the work. We aJfo have the Stonecypher’s Irish
Potato Bug Killq that will kill the bug and not
injure the potato p . You dust it on the plant
when the dew is on th@ potatoes.

Just received, a carfpf flour, a car of oats, meal,
ete. Come to see us or fall us when you want some-

‘B thing good to eat. Yours truly,

E. W. SISTARE

““GOOD THINGS TO EAT.”

DON

Your

COOK
Cook

For you may want Jfer to cook again. Warm

weather and a hot stove will spoil anybody’s dis-

position. So avoid all this by buying a Florence
Automatic Oil Stove or a Fireless Cooker. The

cost is less, the heat is less and the great big trou-

ble uf this world is less. I take your trouble on my
shoulders when you buy a ‘“Florence Automatic’’

0il Stove or an Ideal Fireless Cooker.

J. B. MACKORELL
LANCASTER, S. C.
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TRADE

When you want someth nice to eat, come to Edwards &
Horton. We buy the ve best quality in every line that we
carry. When you send four orders here you can depend on got-
ting the very best the nigrket affords. If you are not already
doing your trading here, not give us a trial and see if you
don’t get a better grade of foods from us than you are gett'ng
elsewhere. There is one sure, when you get aceu.tomed
to using the very best no onie can 2ver change you nff on
something that is inf When you buy something that sou
can eat and enjoy it that article is cheap.” When you buy sHifie-
thing that you cantiot 'eat, your money is wasted. We buy our
geods from the very best and most ‘up<to-date wholesale houses
in the United States. Everything you buy from us is strictly
guaranteed to give you entire satisfaction or your money re-

funded. Whon you get in a hurry for something, ‘phone us. We
will get it to you at once, Yours truly,

EDWARDS & HORTON

WE SELL SHINGLES AND BRICK.




